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The secret 


Author's Notes: 
"The Wolf Man is a movie | can always relate to; sometimes when | go out when the moon is full | turn into a 


beast of sorts. The insert makes me laugh It looks like the Wolf Man is gonna help himself to some breast meat!- 
Kirk Von Hammett 


Just a short horror fic inspired by the following post on Kirk Von Hammett's Fear FestEvil page: 
https://www.facebookcom/FearFestEvil/photos/a37114430 189850598 1866.25441651280203/92716611041933 1/? 
type=3€theater 


Part two will be soon uploaded. I'm still choosing what pairing shall | write about.. mumble, mumble.. 


The moon was already high in the sky, partly hidden by dark, ragged cloud shreds, partly fading into the blur 
of its own light, but still fixed on the black lid of Earth. 


Kirk was staring at it, dazed by its beauty, before a gust of wind wormed its way through the man's grey 
locks. He closed his eyes and waited. 


Alone, not far from the forest behind his mansion, Kirk let his soul finally surrender to his real nature. Once a 


month, the love of his life was alone too, sleeping safely in their bed, away from his husband's horrible secret. 


The grey fur grew out from under the man's skin, the claws tore his fingertips as always and soon even his 


eyes changed to the call of darkness. The bushy beast let out a loud howl. 
The moon was now full. 


And as the monster forgot about his previous human thoughts and sneaked gingerly towards home, the clouds 
kept on floating by, oblivious and unaware of the upcoming slaughter. 


Dinner 


Author's Notes: 
Not a native, ugh. 


Just a short horror fic inspired by a post (check out chapter I's author's notes) on Kirk Von Hammetts Fear 
FestEvil page! 


"Fuck..." 


A soft whimper escaped from the lips of the young man lying in the queen-size bed. Fresh sheets caressed his 
body as his right hand travelled up and down his shaft. He was pleasuring himself, his eyes closed, unconscious 
of being watched. 


From outside of the window, somebody was indeed staring at him, clearly enjoying the scene.. even if from a 
different point of view. 
The beast licked his whiskers, lying in wait into the grass of the house's garden. The werewolf could now hear 


the young man moan and stir inside their love nest, his own hand milking expertly his hard cock. 


Kirk knew well he wanted a bite of it. He wanted to sink his claws into the Dane's tender flesh only to get the 
satisfaction of ripping his body apart and to hear him growl. It would've been a mixture of pleasure and pain, 


probably. 


Kirk wanted to fill that body, to dominate that soul and to fuck the little human raw till he wouldve screamed, 
begging for his life. But after all, nature wouldn't have let him spare Lars’ life. 


It was all about instinct and Kirk wasn't really himself back then. He didn't care about Lars’ intimacy, he just 


wanted to claim that inviting, warm body as his. 


Lars was the prey. Lars was the dinner. 


Feverish 


It was pretty easy sneaking into the house: Lars couldn't see in the dark, Kirk did. In addition to that, Lars 
didn't thought about getting the window shut earlier, so Kirk just needed to jump into the bedroom, landing on 
his plushy paws. 


The Dane merely lifted his head: he was still busy getting off. 


Covered by the blanket of darkness, his old friend of misfortunes, Kirk sneaked on the beige carpet of his own 


bedroom, then climbed onto the bed where Lars was lying. 


His animal sight was very useful as night. Unfortunately, his feline canines were ready to crush and, 


considering the view, something in his nether regions started to stir too. 
His lover's eyes were still screwed shut, his face looked drenched with sweat, his hair were sticking to his neck 
while his hand kept on moving fast behind the white sheets. He looked desperate somehow, almost feverish. His 


cheeks were reddened from heat and low moans would escape from his lips every now and then 


The Dane was beautiful, even if caught in his nocturnal frenzy. Kirk licked his lips and waited, soft purrs leaving 


his throat. 

He waited and waited.. till Lars finally opened his eyes and almost jumped from the bed at the sight of the 
newcomer. The brown-haired man stood still, busy staring at the beast, as his expression of fear intensified. 
At first, frightened green eyes sized the animal up but when he noticed the big, black wolf had been 
restraining himself from attacking his helpless body, he came closer. 

Bended on his knees, Lars stared into the animal's eyes in disbelief. 


"K-Kirk..2" 


A gleam rushed through black eyes. 


The experiment 


Only a trill drew Lars' attention to the nightstand. The Dane carefully stretched an arm to grab his boyfriend's 


mobile and read the last, surprising message with shaking hands and fear into his eyes. 


"This night was supposed to come, eventually 
l love you - | really, really do. Read it all, please. 


This is an experiment for both, Lars, but | want you to know that if you'll need to defend yourself, you will be able 
do it 

There's a syringe in the top drawer of the cabinet. Just in case you'll need help - which | hope won't be necessary. 
Ive trained myself very well how fo resist to kill over the years but never have | approached another human. And 
yes, its happening now, with you, the love of my life. 


l love you, Lars. Don't forget it. 


Í will do you no harm. HII fake a few minutes for the tranquilzer to take full effect but lil be fine by next 
morning Let me try to show you who | really am, just for once. If you want to leave then, do it but but | want 
you to know this is me, the real me - a wolf man. 


Your Kirk.. just a little bit wilder than usual 
it only happens once a month, | swear. 
| knew this moment wouldve come.. that's why | wrote these instructions for you. If youre reading this message, it 


means the animal proof alarm | designed for our bedroom works 


So trust me. Iry not fo make any sudden moves, Hl try my best 


Forever yours, Kirk" 


When Lars raised his eyes from the screen of the mobile, the wolf was still sitting on the bed. Kirk was 
behaving himself, yet he was frightful. Huge, majestic but frightful. Fuck, he was a wolf. Like Lon Chaney Jr. as 
the beast of.. well, "The wolf man". 


So that was true. It wasn't just a nightmare or a movie: werewolves existed and Kirk was one of them. 


Surrender 


"S-so.." Lars mumbled, clearing his throat. 


He eyed the wolf suspiciously, still gripping the sheets tight. Not that he would've hidden his body from Kirk.. 
but once again, was that beast Kirk? Really? Lars couldn't believe it and sure as hell he didn't want that thing 
to notice he was lying naked and helpless. 


Maybe it was just a joke. 


"Kirk..? Is.. is that you?" he asked, feeling stupid. The wolf kept his gaze fixed on the Dane as he nodded slowly. 
Lars just stared in shock. Slowly, the animal crouched down at the end of the bed and started liking his own 
paw, almost indifferent to the human's presence. Lars, on its part, pulled back against the wooden headboard, 


his legs now bent to touch his own chest. 


For a second, it almost seemed to Lars that the animal had frowned. Was he sad, disappointed by his lover's 


reaction? 
"Oh, fuck of fl You didn't even tell me you were a mutant in thirty-five some years.. what did you expect?" 


He was barely aware of speaking out loud, because of the shock. Quickly, Kirk jumped on his lover's lying naked 
body, not leaving any way out. Lars froze, covering himself with sheets. His hard-on was now a half within paw 
range, vulnerable to the soft touch of the werewolf's touch, but even if Kirk was in the right mood and 
could've taken advantage of the Dane, he stood still. Lars was trembling, his eyes closed, when he sensed 


bristly fur brushing against his cheek and his neck. 


Soon enough, he realized with a bitter smile that Kirk was now lying in the position he himself was used to, his 
warm head leaning in the crook of his lover's arm, letting the other hugging and stroking his body sweetly 
after they'd made love. So, still shaking and fighting against his instinct's worst fears, Lars rested a hand on 
the wolf's head and began caressing his black fur in the darkness of their bedroom. 


Risks 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone who has been following and reviewing this story so far! 


Slowly, Kirk shifted until he was leaning with his paws on his lover's chest. He could sense Lars' heartbeat race, 
but he knew it would've never been as fast as his. Werewolves tends to have pretty grooving hearts. 


Lars cleared his throat, he looked uncomfortable, plus Kirk's hard-on was still pressed to his leg. Only a sheet 


separated it from the Dane's skin but it was awkward anyway. 


"So, uhm..." Lars started off, eyeing Kirk's boner. Everything was so strange, a perfect theater of the absurd, 
still.. he felt like trying something new. Kirk was now an animal, a wild creature in need to satisfy his own 


arousal to comply its nature. Wasn't Lars the same? 


He was still hard and loaded, all hot and bothered as his lover was, while grinding against the Dane's leg. They 
both needed each other's attentions. It was only about natural needs. Yeah. Lars had to repeat it to himself at 


least five times before proceeding. 
He moved carefully Kirk's furry body next to his, getting a growl from the werewolf. 


Soon enough, however, he started slowly stroking Kirk's erection, earning purrs of pleasure from the wolf. He 
liked it. Kirk closed his eyes and tilted his head as he often did when.. well, whenever he was human 

Another thing that whole situation had in common with the other nights spent in the company of his Kirk, was 
that he was both in charge and in danger: Kirk tended to be oversensitive but he loved when Lars pampered 


him. He just had to be careful. 


"Oh, man" Lars laughed, at some point. "This is so ridiculous! l... kind of like it, though." His voice was now 
seductive, a brow was raised. "You like it too, uh? You little weasel. | knew one day you would've gone wild.. you 
were already a beast in the bedroom but this" he whispered, kissing the black fur of his neck, "is definitely 


new. 


Hearing those words, Kirk howled. He couldn't resist his prey no more. 


Into the wolf's clutches 


It was all about mutual pleasure, a game of giving and taking, trying to keep as much as control as one could. 


Kirk did his best but his Danish lover also went hard on him. Lars was just smoking hot and wild, so horny Kirk 
had to hold back and to restrain his arimal side not to hurt him. He bit his body a couple time and scratched 
him, but nothing serious. At least, Lars didn't complain. He was too busy pleasuring both of them and that 


sweet friction was going to his head. 
"Fuck... fucking shit!" he screamed, gritting his teeth. 
Kirk looked away. His wild side was emerging, teased by Lars's moans, and after a while he was the one on top. 


"Fuck, Kirk.. take me.. take me now..!" Lars begged him in a frenzy. His eyes were closed, his bare chest was 


sweaty and his hair were sticky. He was beautiful, a delicious temptation ready to feed Kirk's hunger. 


Quickly, Kirk pinned him to the bed with his paws and entered his body, letting out a howl. Lars screamed too. 
At first, it was pain - but when he stretched enough to welcome Kirk, his limbs melted under his furry 


lover's trusts. 
"Oh, Kirk, baby.. Harder.. Fuck me harder, please... | need to feel you... whole..." 


Lars was overwhelmed by that pleasure while Kirk was on fire. He was being driven mad by his mind, now 
willing to do anything just to empty himself inside his prey's body and to kill him. Sex scent was filling his 
nostrils, hazing his mind. 
He needed to take more. 


So he did. 
"Fuck, I'm coming so hard-" Lars merely muttered, before something cut his sentence. 


It was Kirk's claws scratching his chest and sinking into its tender skin. Soon enough, lust was replaced by fear 
and Lars started to beg seriously, but Kirk wouldn't come back to his mind. He just howled, shook and scraped 


even more Lars's weak body till the Dane lost consciousness. 


Only a scream took him back to rationality. He looked at the moon, no longer high in the sky, and threw himself 
off the bed, as far as he could from his lover. Lars looked seriously damaged but he couldn't help him now, he 


had to wait and to take advantage of those few, precious moments of sanity to get away from their home. 


He tried to jump through the window to enter the woods and spend the night there not to think about Lars, 
but his plan was ruined by a single detail.. 


Rude awakening 


It may have been a mere detail, but it turned his world upside down in a matter of seconds and as the moon 


was gone, the sun was now red as blood. 
Timing definitely wasn't Kirk's strong suit. 


Luckily or not, the night was finally over and even if Kirk woke up with glass pieces sticking from his stomach 


and his belly, he was glad to see the sun shine high in the bluest sky. 


With a painful expression on his face, the dark-haired man headed to the bathroom. He had a terrible headache 
and merely remembered what had happened the previous night. Fresh water ran down his cheeks as he put 


the pieces back together. 


He remember coming in.. as a werewolf. 

Someone was lying in the dark - probably Lars - and he was terribly scared. He was gripping the sheets 
desperately when Kirk jumped on the bed. He behaved himself... yeah. He remembered that part. That part was 
something very important, the product of years of hard work.. but then everything fucked up. 


He fucked up everything. 


Lars wanted him and he wanted Lars. He wanted to have Lars... and to hurt hm 


Not to eat him, but that was still enough to kill him. 

Quickly, Kirk ran out of the bathroom to appear in his and Lars' bedroom. He was still naked and aching. Before 
washing his face, he had managed to dress his own wounds. He was used to that life and even more, he was 
used To hide them to his lover. But not today. 

Today was the judgment day, apparently - and Lars was nowhere to be seen 

Kirk ran out their bedroom too into a rush, but something pressed to the center of his chest stopped his run. 
"L-Lars.." he mumbled, totally afraid. Instantaneously, he raised his hands in a gesture of surrender. 

Lars was wearing a death glare, lightning strikes were coming straight out of his green eyes as he kept the 
barrel of his shotgun pressed against Kirk's sternum, forcing him to back off till the back of his legs hit the 
bed. 


"Lars... Please... | can explain." 


"Shut the fuck up" Lars commanded. He was visibly nervous too. "I'm the one asking questions here. And now 


sit on the fucking bed.. werewolf" 


His eyes were reduced to tight splits. He pronounced that last word so clearly, Kirk felt hurt more by his tone 
than by the glass pieces he woke up on that morning - but he did as he was told. 


"Just let me ask you one thing, then Ill answer all your questions. 

Lars said nothing, but he didn't either lower the rifle. Kirk swallowed hard but spoke on 

"D-do you hate me?" 

The Dane was caught off guard by that question. His gaze softened a bit; he appeared almost hurt, now. He 
was shaking. And sobbing. And collapsing on the bed 


Kirk bit his own lip and hugged him as he cried against the once-white sheets, now red from Lars's blood. 


As he felt Kirk's arms around his body, he shook violently and landed on the ground, his palms pressed to the 


carpet. He looked straight into his lover's eyes, sending pure hate to their owner. 


"Don't you ever dare to touch me again" 


